Bernle, the oldest of seven, worked to earn her own way at Little Rock University, but still found time to perform in piano recitals and contribute poems and essays to Little Rock newspapers. After one year of college# she married Will Bab cock, an express agent. He died eleven years later, leaving Bernle, at age 29» a penniless widow with five small children.
Of course, well-intentioned relatives advised her to parcel out the children, but she refused. She determined to try to make a living for herself and her children by writing. She obtained a job as society editor for the Arkansas'Democrat at $12*50 a week, and wrote short stories, plays, poems and novels on the kitchen Marion Harland. Anti-slavery novels, temperance novels, and religious novels were also written in the sentimental style.
The most prevalent type during this period, the domestic sentimental novel# is defined as an extended prose tale com posed of commonplace household incidents worked into a trite plot involving characters who fimctioned mainly as carriers of 1r eligious or moral sentiment. Since these novels were written mostly for women and usually by them, they were neces sarily limited in scope to the woman's world-home-varied only by visits to friends and occasional parties or trips to the theatre. The nursery, the school, the sickroom, the death chamber, and domestic relationships gave the heroines of these novels their opportunities to display mercy and love.
Men appeared as suitors, husbands, or fathers, but their characters were thinly developed.
Their dominant position over their womenfolk was unquestioned.
Marriage was the goal of every respectable woman, and the ideal wife was portrayed as patient, long-suffering, meek and uncomplaining. In these novels, even the severest treatment was not grounds for separation or divorce. The earliest domestic novels relied more on religious sentiment than romantic lovet but as the genre developed the proportion of love Interest increased.
Alexander Cowie gives an entertaining composite of the domestic sentimental noveli
First» take a young and not-too-pretty child about ten years old. Boys are possible, but girls are to be preferred, for the author and the increasing majority of women readers will be more at home. . . . for writing a temperance novel was a total lack of humor, and it seems to have been true. In these books, the reader's emotions were bombarded with scenes of misery and privation, horrible brutality, abuse and murder of Innocent children, graphic and imaginative accounts of delirium tremens; in fact, no sentimental devices were omitted to impress on the reader the evils of Demon Rum.
The temperance crusaders had much in common with the anti-slavery writers; in fact, many authors supported both The heroine of the sentimental novel had one great mis sion in life-to refine and spiritualize man, and through him to Improve the rest of the world. Her sphere of action was the home-women's rights might "be debated, but marriage was the most important duty of woman and sweet wifely submission was the ideal of conduct. A mild, general benevolence was essential, and It was almost sinful not to love nature, especially flowers. It was woman's duty to sacrifice herself for others, and if she was fortunate she reigned over a happy domestic circle complete with an adoring, reformed husband and numbers of children lisping their gratitude; if her destiny was to recall sinners by an uncomplaining and lingering "decline," she gladly played her part to the end to teach the world how a Christian should die.
There were many contradictions In the philosophy of sentimental fiction. For instance, children were regarded as "messengers from heaven" and often served as instruments of redemption when all else had failed; yet they received severe discipline as a matter of course. "Sensibility" was all-
Important, yet parents were to teach principles to their children and never let mere feelings get the upper hand. 
The Daughter of a Republican is modeled on T. S. Arthur's
Ten Nights in a Bar-Room and the many other temperance novels written since the 18^0s. Donald Koch says that the character istics of the temperance novel are the belabored thesis, the step-by-step decline of the inebriate, the lurid episodes of horror and death, the martyred innocents, and the all-pervad-OQ ing atmosphere of sanctimonious piety.^This book has all these ingredients plus a love story between the high-minded heroine and a handsome young liquor dealer.
Mrs. Babcock begins her story with a minimum of exposi tion. The drunkard's family is described in the opening pages:
The Crowleys are all in tonight, except the father, and he is momentarily expected.
It is a bitter night in February. .
• . Against the pale red glow four small hands were visible, spread to catch the feeble heat.
On a bed in one corner, gaunt, and with wasted form, a woman lay.
This was the mother.
A girl of perhaps fifteen sat close to the stove and held a tiny baby wrapped in a gingham apron.
(PP» 5-o) Again the silence.
Then with such a groan as voices the agony of the human soul, he whispered hoarsely* "My God-Why hast Placing the words of Christ in Abe Lincoln's mouth is a crude kind of symbolism, but it Is easily understood; just as is the silver lining of the cloud in the following paragraph toward the end of the book:
The somber man in the gathering shadows lifted his eyes from the low mound to a cloud-bank rimmed with silver#
The mask of sorrow seemed suddenly to (alcohol) to their guests because it is the "social" thing to In the sentimental novels, dialogue often carries the action of the story for pages at a time.
Another way dialogue is used is to stress the religious emphasis of the book:
"But he plays fair." "I never could understand why women and girls like the fighting kind, the rowdy kind-the kind that has roustabout ways, and that has no business, and opposes religion." "But are you sure he opposes religion?" "These fighting roustabouts generally do. Now don't get mixed.
I'm not saying Abe Lincoln's not a good fellow.
He's good enough of his kind, and I like him. But for women and girls that's religious, he wouldn't be my kind," "I'm going to find out if he opposes religion,"
Ann said# (The Soul of Ann Rutledge, pc 82)
"It is nothing, Mr, Van Brunt," said Ellen, bursting into tears again,--"only I thought you were asleep-I-I thought you didn't care enough about the Bible to keep awake-I want so much that you should be a Christiani"
He half groaned and turned his head away, "What makes you wish that so much?" said he, after a minute or two, "Because I want you to be happy," said Ellen,-"and I know you can't without," "Well, I am pretty tolerable happy," said hej-"as happy as most folks, I guess," "But I want you to be happy when you die, too," said Ellen,--"I want to meet you in Heaven." (The Wide, Wide World, p.^30) Even though dialogue is so Important in the sentimental novels, it is often stilted and Improbable:
"No," she said firmly, "I would tell you first what my strange speech means. Be seated, just here," She showed him to the chair Jane had placed by the table on which the roses and the ring box were, (Little Dixie Devil, p. 1^7) "You are grieved about something, which you are unwilling to confide to me. Edna, it is keen pain that sometimes brings that quiver to your lips, and if you would only tell meJ Edna, I know that I-"
"You conjure up a spectre. . . . " (St, Elmo, p, 208) In tender or emotional moments, the chsLracters typically recite speeches in high-flown language that is far from realistici "First, may I pin a sprig of wild plum on your coat for luck? It's almost too early for them yet and I searched the thicket before I found this, which looks as if it had only half opened its white eyes, but it gives but its spring-time fragrance to stir up happy memories and hopes." The ground is covered with ice and sleet causing many a fall to the unwary pedestrian. . . .
There were those who did not mind this storm, people around whose homes all was secure and whom no rattling annoyed, people who enjoyed bright lights and warm fires, but these were not the Crowleys. The Crowley's home consisted of two rooms in a rickety old tenement house around which everything rattled and flapped as the wind raged.
(The Daughter of a Republican, pp. 5-6) It was a chilly evening in November, and a light fall of snow, which had made everything look bright and clean In the pleasant open squares, near which the fine houses of the city were built, had only served to render the narrow streets and dark lanes dirtier and more cheerless than ever; for, mixed with the mud and filth which abound in those neighborhoods where the poor are crowded together, the beautiful snow had lost all its purity."
(The Lamplighter, p. 5)
The sentimental novelists could not resist death-bed scenes, and Mrs. Babcock was no exception: Again she sang the lines "I'm a pilgrim-I'm a stranger-" She was singing slower now. When she came to the words "I can tarry," she stopped a moment. "The shawl, Abraham, wrap it about me tightly." "Let me call your mother," he said as he wrapped the shawl about her.
"Not just yet-not until I finish my song. I will hurry. 'I can tarry-I can tarry-"* Again the song was Interrupted by a struggle for breath, and she seemed to be swallowing something.
"Put your arms around me-I want to finish." Her voice wavered. She shivered. Then came the words quite clearly, but sounding very far away, "'Do-notdetain-me-'"
Again there was a slight struggle for breath, and her head fell against his breast.
"Anni Axinl What's the matter, Ann?"
She did not answer.
He put his hand under her chin and turned her face toward him.
A film was forming over the half-closed violet eyes.
"Anni
My GodJ Ann!" The words were wrung from him now in fear and agony.
Warm and close she lay in his arms like a little child-but she was silent.
(The Soul of Ann Rutledge, p. 291) Alice knew his step, she knew his horse's step, too well* she had raised herself up and stretched out both arms towards him before he entered* In another moment they were round his neck, and she was supported in his.
There was a long, long silence, "Are you happy, Alice?" whispered her brother. "Perfectly. This was all I wanted. Kiss me, dear John."
As he did so, again and again, she felt his tears on her cheek, and put up her hand to his face to wipe them awayi kissed him then, and then once again laid her head on his breast. They remained so a little while without stirring; except that some whispers were ex changed too low for others to hear, and once more she raised her face to kiss him.
A few minutes after those who could look saw his color change; he felt the arms unclasp their hold; and as he laid her gently back on the pillow they fell languidly down; the will and the power that had sustained them were gone. Alice was gone; but the departing spirit had left a ray of bright ness on its earthly house; there was a half smile on the sweet face, of most entire peace and satisfaction.
Her brother looked for a moment,-closed the eyes,-kissed, once and again, the sweet lips,-and left the room.
( From the corners of his cell dark faces leered at him; cruel, sharp claws closed around his limbs and icy fingers grasped his throat--yet he was not dead. Snarling beasts sank their fangs into his flesh, a thousand poison insects rushed and swarmed upon him, and he felt the virus of their sting bounding through his body-yet he lived. Slimy serpents wriggled over him, thrusting their forked tongues into his nose and ears, and when he grabbed frantically to tear them away they had gone.
(The Daughter of a Republican, p. 102) Qhl what a shudder of despair seized upon the heart of the wretched wife. Too well she knew the fearful signs of that terrible madness from which, 
